


MARTIN
(laughing at the text)

Ash and Yoda wonderin’ where I am. They’re 
at it. They totally know!

(texting back, a peacock)
I’M BUSY.

INT. MARTIN’S BEDROOM

A flash of Martin’s face up close. A wall of muffled voices / sounds hits us 
then disappears just as quick. 

INT. PRISTINE LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

He beckons us into the living room. The place is familiar to him.

MARTIN
... Watch this.

He points to a cylinder speaker - ALEXA.

MARTIN
(about Alexa)

Left it here a few weeks ago to keep her 
company... she’s renamed her Patsy. 

(mortified by the name)
I know. Don’t. But... makes her laugh.

(craning in)
Patsy? Play something sexy.

ALEXA / PATSY lights up on the table, blasting out YOU REALLY GOT ME by 
The Kinks.

MARTIN
Good choice Pat.

Martin shimmies over to the couch and undoes a few buttons on his shirt. 
He sits back. Arms splayed. Thinks he’s in a Tarrantino film.

MARTIN
I’d never done anything like this before. I 
swear! Just happened.

(gets comfy on the sofa)
I turn up, as usual, to deliver her mini 
mushroom pizza and chicken pakora...

The music is distracting him from telling us his story.

MARTIN
Patsy? STOP.

The music stops. He leans in, keen to tell us.

MARTIN
Where was I? Aye, the mushroom pizza... and 



MARTIN
“It won’t take long”, she says. Her voice 
was shakin’ man. Tears in her eyes.

He glances upstairs, a tiny glimmer of fondness towards her.

MARTIN
So, there I am waiting for her to tell me, 
and all I’m thinkin’ is, please hurry up 
man, cos these two chicken Jalfrezes’ I need 
to deliver by half past 8, are pure burnin’ 
my thighs.

He shifts to the edge of the sofa - telling us in confidence.  

MARTIN
Eventually, she comes out with it. “I want 
you. For two hours a week. I’ll pay you”.

Martin spots heated rollers on the coffee table, a bottle of nail polish, 
an expensive shopping bag lying empty.  Again, odd? He ignores it. 

MARTIN
The first night I turned up I 



MARTIN
Human contact man, you can’t buy it.

(correcting himself)
Well, y’can, evidently, but - some folk 
can’t afford it. If it was me I’d make it 
free on the NHS. 

He thinks about that idea for a second, then fills us in some more.

MARTIN
That 



A close up of martin’s face, he could be drunk / stoned / knackered. Muffled 
voices come at him. His eyes close the open. 

INT. LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

MARTIN
(texting back)

GET. A. LIFE. 

He heads to the fire place full of 



Who’s goin’ to stare at my arms when I’m 
doing up my laces... ?

The two ornament fairies stare back at him. Gloating.

MARTIN
Why’d she not just tell me to my face? I 
mean, I knew the score, I knew I was just a -

It hits him suddenly. A slap to the face.

MARTIN
(quiet)

... A service.

INT. MARTIN’S BEDROOM (OBLIVION) - AN HOUR LATER

A close up of Martins face. Alone. The computer game OBLIVION’s flashing 
on the screen. Muffled voices chatter over the headphones lying at his 
feet. Martin's on a games chat room. ASH and YODA are cartoon emoticons 
with no faces or voice. 

He grabs his headphones; his eyes filled with despair taking in his empty 
sparse room. He wipes his nose on his hoodie sleeve, pulls himself 
together. He lifts up the headphones, carefully placing them back on his 
head, shutting the outside world noise out completely. Underwater 
silence. 

Lying next to him is the fairy key ring, a stolen memento.                      

THE END.
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